xxxiv   KABIR'S POEMS

Here, in the special sense-perception
which he feels to be most expressive
of Reality, his peculiar idiosyncrasies.
come out.

Now Kabir, as we might expect in
one whose reactions to the spiritual
order were so wide and various, uses.
by turn all the symbols of sense. He
tells us that he has &<t seen without
sight5? the effulgence of Brahma^
tasted the divine nectar, felt the
ecstatic contact of Reality, smelt the
fragrance of the heavenly flowers.
But he was essentially a poet and
musician : rhythm and harmony were
to him the garments of beauty and
truth. Hence in his lyrics he shows
himself to be, like Richard Rolle,
above all things a musical mystic,
Creation, he says again and again, is
full of music : it is music. At the
heart of the Universe " white music.
is blossoming5? : love weaves the